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Nevermore 


Author's Notes: 
Not real. Please keep that in mind. 


Insomnia. 


He's struggled with it all his life, ever since he was a boy of seventeen. Tonight is no different. In hat tight 
cramped apartment in New York City, he paces and watches Nico dream. It's easier for her to pull away from 


the world, from the hell of her life she's always wanted to escape. For Lou, escape does not come as easily. 


In order to escape he must first face down the nightmares that plague him. Every week they come, 
sometimes skipping a few days but at least one every week. Trigged by seemingly nothing, they haunt his sleep 


until rest becomes an impossible task he'd rather not even attempt. 


All his life he'd tried to run from them, taking heroin to relax or speed to hide from the fear that filled his 
slumbering hours. It's no use, only a matter of time separates him from the visions that scarred his boyhood. 


Soon the drowsiness would become unbearable and he would surrender. 


Sirens are going off in the distance, the ever-present sound of police in Greenwich Village. They keep the peace 
but lull Lou into an uneasy almost hypnotic state. Half-asleep, exhausted from the day's rehearsal and the 


following night of intimacy with Nico, he leans his forehead against the cracked uneven wall 
And the visions come again. 


Before Lou can stop himself, he's there. A cocky teenager again, thinking nothing can tear him down not even 
this place with its sterile white walls and pushy nurses. In his mind they are the enemy, though they keep 
saying, "We're only here to help you, Mr. Reed." 


Other inmates, or patients as the doctors call them, shuffle around him as Lou makes his way down the 
corridor. Vegetables, not really living and yet not dead. A sudden fear grips him as he realizes they're all 
walking away from the direction he's heading in, the direction the nurse to his right keeps pulling him towards. 
Determination steels him, he won't end up like that. He can't. He's got plans for his life, none of which involve 


ambling mindlessly around like some sort of zombie. 


They all laughed at his plans. He remembers his mother's face, the emotion etched on it tightly as she tried 
not to break down after she saw him kiss their neighbor on the lips. Another boy. It was her proof that he 
was insane, that he needed ‘help’. 


Subversive. Sick. Insane. 
Those words echo through his head like the dull footsteps through this hospital corridor. 


At last they arrive in the room he fears the most, the Electo Shock Treatment Center, the heart of 
Creedmore Psychiatric Center. The place where they tried to cut pieces from him, his mind, his memory. His 
heart stops, seeing the room again. It's been years since he was here, but every inch of it is etched in his 


memory. Its the only thing he is able to remember so clearly from that summer. 


Strapped in, tied to the table and about to be given ‘the treatment’. He tried to move, to sit up, to do 
something but a tall nurse just places a clamp in his mouth. Whether that was so that he won't swallow his 
tongue or so he wouldn't be able to talk back, Lou was never quite sure. 


"Just relax and this'll be all over soon," The nurse says. "In a few weeks you'll be healed and your parents will 
bring you home." The desire to return to his parent's care has lessened since he arrived here. Why would they 


do this to him, trust him to these doctors, these monsters? Didn't they love him? 
When he's just about to grasp the answer to those questions, his mind burns. He can feel the current, pulsing 
through his veins, tearing him apart, leaving only a shell. Suddenly, in the throws of a terrible seizure he finds 


his voice again. 


A scream escapes from his mouth and it drags him back to the present, back to the New York City 


apartment. His cry for help is enough to wake the tall, Nordic blond who's lounging naked across his bed. In her 
deep voice with eyes still closed, Nico numbly asks, "Are you okay, Lou?" 


For a moment he can't remember where he is but after a while he just sighs, "I'm okay." It's more to 
reassure himself than it is to answer her. Studying his lover as she falls back asleep easily, Lou wonders at 
what she asked him only a few hours ago. He recalls her words, pausing over each one, "Haven't you ever 


wanted to be someone else?" 


Ever since he'd known her, that had been her wish. Completely contrary to the mold she was placed in, Nico 
resented everything that made her an icon. Her beauty, her voice, most of the men she slept with. Always 
trying to be something else, she found it a chore to become what others wanted, but she still went along with 
them. It was driving her mad. 


For his part, Lou had the opposite problem. Since adolescence he'd found it nearly impossible to just be himself 
and not adjust his behavior in accordance to the rest of society. He'd made it this far and he'd fashioned his 
rest of his life after leaving home the way he wanted it. The rest of the world and their rules be damned, he 
promised himself in that moment never to back down, never to give in, never again to surrender to their rules. 


He would continue to walk on the wild side and no one would ever be able to lock him away again 


As he got into bed, throwing the covers over his body and resolving to get some rest without fear from 


nightmares, Lou quoted a line of poetry from one of his favorite writers, "Nevermore." 


Nevermore would nightmares trouble him, nevermore would he give them any attention He'd survived the past 


and he'd make it through the present. The rest of the world be damned. 


